The Avesfell Conspiracy 
by Methionin 


Category: Warhammer 
Genre: Adventure, Sci-Fi 
Language: English 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-12 23:32:32 
Updated: 2016-04-12 23:32:32 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:03:58 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 1 
Words : 7,582 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Trouble has been brewing on Lorium Prime, and an answer has 
come in the form of Rogue Trader Lucius Van Reynesse. Can justice 
prevail between politicians, heretics and a xeno? 


The Avesfell Conspiracy 

_It is not the darkness I fear. It is what lurks beyond. _ 
a€ 1 

_The young warrior opened her eyes, finding herself standing amid a 
sea of the deepest black. Every direction was pure darkness that 
swirled about, cloying and heavy, like all darkness. It swallowed the 
light as if it were a black hole, its cool shimmer slithering across 
everything, consuming it all as if it were the thickest pitch. This 
darkness was different however, trying to drown and swallow its prey 
like a viscous beast, seeping and spilling forward, washing over her 
as if it were a solid wave. She tried to run as it crept up her legs, 
slithering over her body like tendrils of malicious smoke. Moving 
felt like wading through sticky, chest-high tar, as invisible arms 
seemingly reached out for her from within, wrapping around her arms, 
dragging her back down. The icy talons slowed her down, clawing at 
her from every direction, each vying for her attention, leaving her 
simply turning in place constantly expecting an attack. _ 

_However, the yawning black abyss swallowed the threats, leaving her 
to find nothing but utter darkness. _ 

_Suddenly, familiar screams of horror and pain pierced her ears from 
all directions, dropping her to her knees, her hands clasped over her 
head as the screams cut through her mind. It took her a moment to 
identify them as her own, her mouth open, the heavy weight of the 
scream settling on her chest. She tried to run but she stumbled and 
fell, the ground absent beneath her feet. She started falling through 
the void, racing and tumbling towards an ever growing crimson maw 
full of saw-like teeth. She started to flail her limbs, desperate to 



stop the plunge, but her wild efforts were to no avail. As her 
desperation grew, a malicious, rumbling laughter erupted from the 
unspeakable horror, its dim form starting to shimmer out of the 
darkness, faint lines gleaming in the distance. _ 

_Helplessness and pure despair descended upon her, clutching at her 
soul, as she fell, screaming into the jagged teeth. _ 

_a€ 1_ 

The young female sat bolt upright in her bed, greedily sucking in 
deep gasps of air, a cold sheen of sweat dripping from her forehead. 

A wicked blade was clutched in her hand as she looked about, 
expecting a specter of death to be looming over her, come to call, 
seeking to claim her soul. But as she looked for some threat within 
the small, dark room, she realized it was only the dim light casting 
odd shadows upon the wall. 

_Justa€ 1 just a nightmare. _ 

She shivered in the cool air as she glanced about, taking in the 
familiar surroundings of her meager residence, the comforting feel of 
her ramshackle bed pressing up against her from below. She sighed a 
soft breath of relief as the faint but ever-present sound of the 
rotating blades of the air-recycling machines shuddered somewhere 
behind the wall above her head. The slender warrior swiped sweat from 
her brow, shaking it onto the floor with a soft sigh of 
relief . 

_Damned Great Enemy and his hunger. _ She reached for the water bottle 
set upon the small table beside the bed, drinking a few gulps of the 
stale water provided courtesy of the underhive. 

Getting up from the old mattress, the slender woman made her way over 
to the sink, leaning heavily against the cracked porcelain fixture, 
hitting the rune that dispensed a set amount of water before 
trickling away to nothing. She washed her face with a few splashes of 
cold water to cast off the last remnants of the nightmare. A look in 
the broken, crooked-hanging mirror above the sink showed the soft 
glow of her pale skin and clear blue eyes looking back at her. She 
wiped some of the sweat drenched locks plastered to her face aside, 
brushing the matted deep blue strands behind her ear. Her hair was 
nearly the shade of the blackest night, and as she pushed it aside, 
she revealed electric blue marking that ran along the side of her 
face. She brushed more of the hair back, looking at the markings that 
curved towards her left eye, starting from along her ear and neck, 
each reaching up towards her eye. She slowly traced a finger down 
along the blue lines, looking into the mirror and scrutinizing the 
marks that lined her china-fine skin. Her finger drew down to her 
neck, drawing her eye, but the beautiful sky blue lines disappeared, 
hidden by the ugly, crudely forged collar that was wrapped around her 
neck. She gave the collar a tug and it beeped menacingly at her, her 
hand darting away. 

_Reduced to slavery for threat of losing my head to an explosive 
collar_. She bounced a fist off the sink, grimacing and shaking her 
head as she stepped away from the mirror. _A warrior's appearance 
should not matter in the pursuit of combat... but it is a pity such a 
crude device is necessary after four years. _Her eyes fell upon the 
chron hung upon the opposite wall. The slender warrior still had some 



time to rest, but in her condition it would likely end in another 
vision of her inevitable doom. 


_Might as well go to that sorry excuse they call an arena 
early 

The fitful sleeper quickly donned her bodyglove and black leather 
armor, followed by the armored boots and her two precious serrated 
blades. The warmth of the creamy grox leather that wrapped the smooth 
handles and the calming effect of the weight of her dagger and sword 
upon her hips never failed to give her some sense of security. She 
took a brief moment to sigh softly, the comforting sensation of her 
blades rushing over her. Last were the spiked braid and several 
weapons that got hidden about her person, tucked away along her 
curves and under the edge of the flexible armored plates. 

As she exited her dilapidated room, a number of familiar sensations 
washed over her from a few floors above where the arena was located 
as she stepped into the hall. The noise of the crowd, the stench of 
caged beasts, the coppery scent of blood, the reverberation of 
clashing weapons and the screams of the dying all echoed through the 
hallowed halls. 

_Witnessing a little gore and violence always helps in coping with 
the thirst. _The young warrior glided almost silently through the 
halls, ascending up through the complex, searching for a perch from 
which to observe the visceral action. A beam of dusty light spilled 
onto the floor along the hallway as she emerged on a new floor, the 
roar of the crowd and the thunder of the feet upon the seating just 
above her lending the hall a menacing rumble. The echo of blade on 
blade came from below now. _The window will have to do. _ 

On her way towards one of the small cross-barred and glassless 
windows, the roving guards and other personnel avoided her, skirting 
about to give her a wide margin. She indulged herself in a cruel 
smile, remembering the last time she had the joy of dealing with an 
all too audacious pesterer. She reached the window without any 
complicat ions , stopping below the high-vaulted ledge, pressing her 
hands against the stone. She examined the rough-hewn stone blocks, 
frowning thoughtfully for a second, slowly planning her ascent. The 
ledge was probably four meters above the ground, but it didn't take 
her more than a few seconds of climbing up the rough brick wall to 
reach it. She levered herself onto the ledge and settled into a 
comfortable position on the stone as she peered through the 
bars . 

Currently, a group of humans clad in rough metal armor was fighting 
against a couple of Wolf Spiders. Usually a human was no match for 
one of the giant spiders, their legs were longer than a man tall, but 
here, the warriors had a few advantages over the beasts as the female 
gladiator observed. _One dead spider, two more to go. _She rested an 
arm on the bar, watching the fighters lead the spiders about as they 
corralled them with spear and sword. 

The first of the advantages the fighters had gained was ingenious, 
even the warriors own standards, and a thin smirk played over her 
face. The round arena floor was littered with bodies of dead grox 
from a previous battle and two men had coaxed one of the spiders to 
feast on a corpse instead of hunting for living prey. The first 
warrior wielded an axe, swinging it wildly above his head to try and 



startled the spider, but the beast simply hissed at the bare-chested 
warrior, his helm crowned with curved horns like a bull. The second 
had a lion's mane of blonde hair and a heavy lance that he used to 
prod the spider forward towards another grox corpse that still bled. 
The crowd threw bottles and all other sorts of missiles at the wire 
fence that protected it from the horrors inside, but the spider 
simply screeched at them before indulging in its meal again. 

The second spider skittered about, the pointed legs of the spiders 
struggling to find purchase on the sand of the arena floor. She 
glanced down at her own heels and knew the spider's struggles; the 
sand had cost many their life in combat when she had faced them down 
within the arena. 

Last but not least of the advantages was the group of fighters that 
was using their advantage in numbers to slowly corral and corner the 
second spider that was trying to flee. They circled the two 
aggressive spiders, retreating when they turned their large 
mandibles, jabbing their weapons into the vulnerable underside of the 
spiders' abdomens as they lunged back and forth, sliding and 
skittering in the loose sand. 

It didn't take the gladiators long to wear the first down as it tried 
to feed and soon it collapsed, writhing against the pain of hundreds 
of attacks as the warrior's spears and lances pushed home at the 
spider's unarmored underside. As the men went in for the kill, the 
spider managed to impale Lion through the shoulder on one of its 
front legs, lifting the screaming man into the air. Lion screamed, 
holding onto the spider's armored leg with his free arm, but he came 
crashing down as the other warriors closed and finished off the first 
Wolf Spider. Bull's axe crashed through the beast, chopping its 
abdomen clean off. The second spider put up more of a fight as it bit 
a screaming girl in two when she came too close. The girl had not yet 
realized she was dead even after she hit the ground, clawing at the 
sand as she tried to crawl away with a silent scream on her lips and 
shock-widened eyes. Cruelly, the crowd cheered her on as if wanting 
her to get away, but the roar only grew as she finally died. 

It was savage and barbaric, but a part of the warrior perched high 
upon the ledge appreciated the nearly sadistic bloodletting. Her soul 
couldn't feel anything else other than relief, a cathartic wave 
passing over her as the woman died. For a moment she wondered how 
combat like this could be without the thirst, but a shout from the 
arena brought her back to reality. 

The spider had gotten a second man, his shoulders wrapped in a 
bear-skin cloak who had lost his footing. His head erupted in a 
splatter of blood that drenched his cloak in gore as one of the 
spider's legs crushed his skull. The death of Bear had fueled his 
compatriots into action, and like the earlier spider, the second was 
worn down and killed with a lance to the heart from the wounded Lion, 
sending it loping away, black blood pouring across the sand. The 
warriors corralled it against the wall, jeering and roaring as they 
set upon it angrily. It stood no chance against the humans as the 
group from the first spider joined the fray, their weapons flailing 
madly as if they were attempting to hack it into pieces. The spider 
was weak from the prolonged battle, so famished that it only fought 
back after losing a leg to an axe and was about to be 
surrounded . 



High upon her ledge, the observant fighter was interrupted from her 
observations of the battle by shouting from the far side of the 
corridor, the nasally voice echoing about the high 
ceiling . 

"Antoninius ! Listen! I don't fucking care if it's your cousin! For 
all I care, it could be your emperor-be-damned mom!" A short, fat, 
greasy, black-haired man surrounded by burly bodyguards, whom she 
instantly recognized as Diligent Roy, the boss of the Vyan Trading 
Consortium, shouted into a portable vox unit with a shrieking voice. 
"Tell him that if he sells me lobotomized grox again I'll cut off his 
balls and feed them to him before throwing him into the ring myself! 
IDIOT ! " 

His face had an unhealthy red color as he threw the vox unit against 
the wall where it burst into sparkling pieces, acrid blue smoke 
rising from the remnants. 

"It can't be that damn hard to find something that is actually 
suitable for fighting in an arena, can it?" Roy continued, now 
yelling at one of his guards who smartly remained silent. He grimaced 
at the burly former guardsman, his beady eyes narrowing as he watched 
the man shift uncomfortably. The squat boss clicked his tongue 
impatiently. "What do you think, do you have any ideas of where we 
can find something to bring the bets in?" 

"No, boss." The man muttered, refusing to meet the diminutive man's 
gaze . 

"Of course you don't." The man chuckled softly, a crooked smile 
sliding onto his lips, still glistening with the grease from his 
lunch. He glanced at his fingers, one hand dressed with flecks of 
grilled meat and grease and he set about licking his fingers clean. 
"That's why I'm the boss and you're just here to scare idiots into 
giving me more money." He wore a grin as if he had said something 
quite clever, but as he glanced to his men he simply sighed as if he 
was annoyed at the lunkheaded men who he had chosen as his guards 
failing to get some joke. "What of the rumors of the group building 
up their power in the underhive?" 

One of the guards shrugged, his thick brow knitting in concentrat ion . 
"Nobody knows anything 'bout them. They've taken over one of the 
lower levels, but anyone who goes looking doesn't come back. My 
brother got curious and he hasn't been hea-..." 

"Are they encroaching on our territory?" Roy asked sharply, eyeing 
the tall, heavy set man, crossing his arms over his chest. The guard 
shook his head. "Have they been interrupting our shipments?" 

"No sir, buta€ 1 " The man stammered, but the boss clicked his tongue 
again, the annoyance clear in his expression. 

"Unless they start to interfere with our business, ignore them." The 
boss said with a flippant toss of his hand, starting slowly down the 
passage. "When they do. Diligent Roy will make sure they learn their 
place." The roar of the crowd echoing through the hall from above and 
he paused, realizing there was still an issue at hand to figure out. 
"Right, damna€ 1 " He shook his head, sighing. "What are we, and by 
'we' I mean you, going to do about the gladiatorsa€ 1 these pukes are 
better than I thought . " 



"Shall we have them cut down?" One guard growled, glancing towards 
the arena. "It won't take my men long to deal with them." 

"No, no." Roy muttered, shaking his head. "There's no sport in that. 
We need a show! We need something to have the crowds bet upon! If 
there are no bets, there's no money, you idiot!" He shook his head in 
disgust, rubbing his hand over his chin as he looked thoughtfully at 
the arena and then the ceiling. 'Wasn't there supposed to be some big 
shot trader coming into port soon? I've heard it mentioned in the 
chatter among the noble families." 

"I don't know." The guard muttered. 

"Of course you don't, you daft moron." Roy snapped, shaking his head. 
"Go to the port and find out, will you?" He snapped, stamping his 
foot, dust billowing beneath his boot. "See if they've got any beasts 
from other worlds. Better yet, see if they've got any fighters we can 
put in the arena. Offworlders always make for the best wagers. Get to 
a shuttle bay and vox me as soon as you get there." 

"Yes, boss." The man grunted, turning and starting to lumber 
away . 

"I want to know now, you hear me! NOW!" The man cast him an annoyed 
look but took off, disappearing at a run. He grinned at the man's 
hustle, glancing at the chron on his wrist. "I'll give him an hour. 
Any longer and I'll gut him myself. I hate waiting." He grunted, 
tapping his fingers against his arm. "What about you, got any idea?" 
Roy demanded of his other guard, but the man simply shook his shaggy 
head. "Nothing? Useless bastard." Roy spat a curse in a foreign 
tongue, but when he received no further answer, his small beady eyes 
raced through the cavern. The warrior clad in black felt his greasy 
gaze slither over her form and she shivered as his eyes almost 
instantly focused on her black clad female where she was perched upon 
the ledge overlooking the arena. 

"YOU!" Diligent Roy shrieked with a rage-induced, quivering finger 
pointed at her like a laspistol. "What are you still doing standing 
around!? Go get your sorry ass ready for the arena, you're on deck in 
an hour! Show these mongrels that you do not simply cross Diligent 
Roy!" She slunk down the wall, her boots clicking upon the 
f errocrete . 

The black-clad warrior sneered at the boss and watched as his face 
threatened to turn purple in fury, his eyes bulging wildly. The woman 
stepped away from him, her heeled boots clicking along the flagons 
that lined the cavernous hall. "Do not worry. I shall deal with 
them . " 

"You had best do so!" Diligent Roy snapped, his ruddy face remaining 
cross, his hands shaking with fury. "If you're lucky I'll simply pop 
that pretty little head of yours instead of turning you over to the 
xeno-hunters . " 

Roy chuckled threateningly as the warrior quivered slightly, her hand 
twitching, ready to stray to the blade hanging upon her slender 
waist. _I could loose your head from its weak hold upon your 
shoulders, and it would all be over. I wouldn't have to bow to his 
whims ever again_. She fought back the urge to slit his throat and 



dance in the shower of his blood as if poured over her before the 
collar exploded, but she took a slow, deep breath, choosing to walk 
away. _I will find a way to make you pay for your insolence someday, 
you petty bastard. Mark my words. You SHALL pay._ 

"Now, we've got a squig or two left, don't we?" Roy muttered, heading 
in the opposite direction. "I don't knowa€ 1 uha€ 1 strap a grenade or 
two to them and send 'em into the arena while she gets ready." 

The warrior shook her head, ignoring the remaining brutes reply. _An 
hour's time should be plenty to calm my tortured soul. _She shivered, 
feeling the darkness swirling in her mind. _I can last an hour 
more ._ 

An hour later the young fighter was already standing behind the heavy 
wrought iron gates, ready to fight. Her hands clutched her weapons, 
tightening and loosening around the barrel of the sword and knife 
where they hung on her slender waist. She had been here a hundred 
times before, but it still made electricity run down her spine to 
hear the roar of the jeering crowd. She tuned the sound out as the 
announcer hyped the crowd, whirling the thousands of onlookers into a 
frenzy of lust for the next fight. She drew her weapons, the weight 
reassuringly resting in her hands, and spent a few seconds 
meditating, before the announcer introduced her, signaling her 
entrance, the iron gate rising up slowly, the metal grinding and 
groaning as it rose up before her. 

"a€l behold, the mightiest, the deadliest, the sexiest, and the most 
graceful gladiator on all of Lorium Prime!" The announcer stopped 
shouting for only a brief moment, letting the emphasis of his 
preamble soak into the crowd. The fans were maddened, their cheers 
rising to a deafening roar. "Now, give a warm welcome to our resident 
champion. Whirling Death!" 

_The name is Irevelle. _The black-clad female gladiator had never 
liked the obnoxious commentator as the crowd started to chant her 
nickname. He had given it to her after her very first battle and 
despite every threat she had hurled at him, he refused to drop 
it . 

Despite the cross expression on her face, she stepped into the arena 
as the iron gate clattered down, dropping into the sand with a heavy 
thud that reverberated through the floor. 

_It ' s time._ 

Irevelle shivered as she moved slowly into the arena, looking around 
at the remaining gladiators that now mustered near the center of the 
arena. They had obviously been basking in the glory of their victory 
over the spiders, their faces bright with excited and triumphant 
smiles. An accusatory finger raised, pointing at her. The fighters 
turned, their weapons coming up as they looked at her with narrowed 
eyes and hateful expression. 

"Champion?" The warrior Irevelle had labeled as Bull snorted, his 
hands atop the butt of his ax. The weapon's head dropped to the 
floor, black Wolf Spider blood binding golden sand to his fearsome 
weapon. "You're no championaC 1 . You're barely more than xeno 
scum ! " 



A thrilling yet soothing sensation washed over Irevelle as blood 
gushed forth from the frayed wound her barbed blade had left in 
Bull's throat, sprinkling crimson upon her armor in a beautiful yet 
terrifying pattern. Crimson droplets marred the electric blue tatto 
along the left side of her face. 

For a split second she marveled at the dying of light in his 
shock-widened eyes as he tumbled, gurgling to the ground, clutching 
his throat, the arterial spray coating his compatriots in flecks of 
his blood. Horror filled their eyes as they watched him crash to the 
ground, his weapon untouched. He hadn't even been able to lift the 
axe in his defense. 

Irevelle swept her sword in a crescent arc in front of her, casting 
droplets of blood like glittering rubies to the sand as she rose to 
her feet and turned back to face the remaining fighters. "How sad... 
and he spoke with so much confidence." She spoke softly, watching as 
their heads came up and about, looking from Bull to her and back 
again incredulously. Terror laced their expressions and for a moment, 
the tug of the thirst lessened its talon-grip hold upon her soul, the 
crushing weight upon her body lightening. 

"Scatter!" Lion roared as the warriors spread out, their weapons 
raised, the fighters refusing to be felled the way Bull had. 

_As if it will help._ Irevelle smiled, raising her weapon above her 
head in a salute to the crowd, basking in the explosive roar that 
echoed from every side of the arena. She groaned softly, feeling her 
heart and mind calm, the dark voice retreating further from her 
skull, the terror reduced to a bare flame that flickered at the very 
back of her mind. 

Irevelle turned to face another warrior, slowly starting towards him, 
taking slow, even steps towards Lion. Her performance tolerated no 
delay and she had already indulged in enough showmanship, for there 
were more victims whose agonized screams were just waiting to be 
released. They would still her thirst completely and satiate the 
crowd's hunger for blood. 

"Surround her!" Lion roared, gesturing to his fellows with his lance 
in a single hand, trying to marshal his subordinates into using their 
numbers as an advantage the way he had with the Wolf Spiders. 

Quickly, her assailants had encircled her in an effort she was eager 
to prove futile. She offered Lion a thin smile and turned to the 
hideous faced gladiator to his immediate right. Troll. Irevelle 
leaned forward and lunged almost instantly closing the distance to 
her next target. Troll, an almost innumerably broad man, swung his 
club in a wide arc, aiming straight for her head with a vicious 
attack . 

Yet to Irevelle, his movements were utterly slow and completely 
predictable . 

_Helpless fools. _Irevelle was a little disappointed. Their actions 
against the spiders had left her hopeful they might prove to be a 
challenge. _Another execution. When will I get a worthy 
opponent? !_ 


She dived headlong beneath the brute's crude swing, jamming both her 
dagger and sword into Troll's stomach. Using the remaining momentum 



from her lunge, she curled into a ball, coiling her body up before 
doing a handstand on the handles, propelling herself like a spring 
into the air, ripping both weapons from her victim. Somersaulting 
once midair, she landed safely with both feet on the underside of one 
of the metal beams that spanned the ceiling above the arena. Not 
waiting for gravity to drag her back down, Irevelle launched herself 
like a cannon back down towards the woman who stood next to the 
falling brute. 

She hadn't even seen Irevelle's acrobatics, still looking at her 
dying comrade as the black-clad fighter descended upon her. As soon 
as the edge of her sword hit the girl's face, Irevelle twisted into a 
vertical spin in an effort to inflict as much bodily damage as 
possible before landing in a crouched position in the sand, casting 
dust into the air around her as a shockwave radiated from her impact, 
forming a small crater. 

Remarkably, the woman was able to let loose a high-pitched scream 
with a split face and her thorax cleaved open before falling dead to 
the floor in a fountain of spraying blood. 

The scream of pure horror was calming music to Irevelle's ears while 
the cheering crowed still spurred on her bloodlust . Dust clouded her 
vision as she glanced about, searching for more targets, closing her 
eyes and listening for the crunch of boots on sand. She froze, 
catching the sound of boots closing rapidly, a man roaring a wild 
battlecry as he charged, trying to turn fear to courage in a mad 
rush . 

Irevelle smiled. _Brave but useless. _She lunged again and exited the 
small cloud of slowly settling dust with a flying high kick. The man 
she had aimed for didn't even had time to react, his great sword 
raised back and to the side, prepared for a sweeping strike aimed at 
cleaving her in two. She missed by only a thin margin, but she smiled 
only after the blades and sharp spikes on her armored boot carved 
half of his face off. She landed just behind him as he roared in 
anguish, his blade striking sand, sending a gout of glittering dust 
high into the air. He turned and swung his great sword at her in a 
last erratic motion, trying desperately to get his weapon to connect 
with the nimble warrior. She easily dodged however, sending him 
crashing to the ground with a spinning kick to the chest. 

The sound of nearing boots on sand signaled Irevelle that at least 
one of the five remaining opponents had come to their senses and was 
finally mounting an attack. She glanced at the felled warrior before 
her, blood pouring from his lips, his throat crushed from her vicious 
kick. _It appears at least more one of these fools has enough balls 
to face me. This might not be such a boring fight after alla€l _ 

She whirled around to the three charging men, noticing a younger 
looking one stood a little back from the others taking aim with his 
rusty spear. Irevelle crouched before launching herself up, back 
flipping once to deter the thrower. She gracefully landed on her 
haunches, dropping low only to charge at the three rushing assailants 
in her own mad rush. Lion was at the back, guiding the others 
forward, driving them like armed dogs from the rear. 

Irevelle parried the blade the first man swung at her and caught the 
sword of the second opponent with her dagger, only to twist it around 
and slice the man's arm open from hand to elbow. He screamed and 



almost instantly dropped his weapon, yanking his arm back. 


Having dealt with one of the three momentarily, Irevelle swirled into 
a pirouette to avoid being pierced by Lion's thrust, his lance 
missing her by a few calculated centimeters. Still rotating, she 
quickly brought her right arm up to again parry a strike from the 
first attacker and was rewarded with the ring of metal hitting metal. 
Utilizing the speed of her movement, she ended the pirouette with a 
sweep of her foot aimed at the outstretched leg of the man whose 
sword she had just blocked. He was promptly suspended in midair, his 
feet swept from under him. Irevelle went into another spin with near 
lightning fast reflexes, this time ducking low under the attacker's 
blade, anticipating and avoiding another thrust of Lion's lance aimed 
for her head while simultaneously splitting him open from crotch to 
bellybutton with her wicked knife. As the knife burst from Lion's 
guts, she reared her arm back and threw her sword at the man with the 
wounded arm who had stumbled a few steps back, reeling from the wound 
up his arm. Blood and grime splattered onto her as she brought her 
right knee up violently in a wicked strike. The pointed spike that 
rose from the top of her shin guard impaled itself into the spine of 
the first man as he fell. 

A benevolent groan rippled through the crowed as all three men fell 
dead upon the floor at the same moment, dust rising up from under 
their corpses as they hit the sand with wet thuds. 

Irevelle was already on her feet again, yanking her sword from the 
dead body, swiftly taking stock of the two remaining opponents. One 
was the young-faced soldier with the spear that was seemingly still 
deciding if he wanted to throw his weapon, face her in a fight, or 
simply run away, while the last remaining gladiator was a woman 
overcome by fear who still hadn't moved since she had cut Bull down 
where he stood. Her blades quivered in her fists, a short sword in 
one hand and a full length sword in the other. 

_Looking to mock me? _Irevelle's eyes narrowed at the woman who 
noticed her seething gaze. She glanced down at her blades 
regretfully. _So you did do it on purpose. You wanted to mimic me? 
I'll show you something you'll never be able to 
repeata€ 1 _ 

Irevelle 's eyes darted back to the boy with the spear, whom had made 
up his mind, hurling his spear at her, but failing miserably as the 
shot went a number of meters wide, crashing to the sand. It was much 
to the crowd's joy, erupting in a burst of laughter and jeering at 
the youth's failure. Even Irevelle could not suppress an entertained 
shrug of her shoulders. Realizing that he now was unarmed, the young 
man's eyes widened in terror as he froze. He shivered, cowering in 
fear as Irevelle turned and took a step towards him. A small splotch 
of darkened sand pooled beneath him on the arena floor, growing from 
under one leg. 

Involuntarily, Irevelle wrinkled up her keen nose in disgust as she 
smelled the product of his fear. _Such a disgrace to all warriors. At 
least I'll give you true a warrior's death. _ 

She dashed towards him, leaping into the air a handful of meters in 
front of him, somersaulting twice in the air, landing smoothly on his 
shoulders while bringing down her sword hard. Despite being 
terrified, the kid still had the decency to blush as his face came in 



contact with her lap. Irevelle had let her arm come down in a 
graceful arc and she sliced his left arm clean off, using her 
momentum to knock him to the ground. She rolled forwards off his body 
as he crashed down, gracefully rolling up onto her feet. 

The newly one-armed boy screamed out in horror and agony as he 
grasped at the bloodied stump as she stood tall above him, turning to 
glare at him in pity. She took a moment to bask in his continuous 
howls and sobs of pain, relishing in the tranquilizing effect it had 
upon her soul . 

_His end will come swiftly. It was a clean cut. _She watched as a 
crimson pool soaked into the sand, creeping outwards from his body 
where it had fallen, slowly spreading out like a wing. Irevelle 
decided that she would let the bleeding finish him off so she could 
listen to the screaming as she was finishing off the last target. The 
boy clutched at his severed arm with his good hand in a macabre 
fashion, as if he would be able to simply put it back in 
place . 

_It ' s cruel, but necessary. _ The darkness in her mind was completely 
absent and she felt as if she was completely unburdened. _The Great 
Serpent has retreated for now, but it shall return. Until then, I am 
finished with this petty slaughter. These pups no longer interest 
me ._ 

It was time to end this mindless bloodshed. 

Irevelle turned, looking to the single remaining figure in the arena. 
The woman looked petrified, but as Irevelle turned, she dropped her 
weapons and fled. She crashed into one of the iron gates, banging her 
fists upon the heavy iron, begging to be released from the hellish 
beast that now hunted her. She screamed in fear, but the guards 
simply laughed, watching as Irevelle stopped at the center of the 
arena, looking to the woman with mirth in her eyes. The woman turned 
and looked to her assailant, freezing solid, leaving only her fingers 
trembling in fear. Irevelle rushed forward, closing with the 
petrified women, bounding forward and cartwheeling once before 
slamming backwards into the woman, crushing her into the arena gate. 
The iron rung with a thunderous crash, humming as Irevelle yanked her 
blade free from her target, drawing it along her side, drawing it 
from the woman's gut. She sheathed the sword in a single fluid 
motion, lifting her arm and slamming it into the woman's wrist were 
it lifelessly clung to the iron grating. 

Irevelle had hit true and impaled each of the woman's appendages with 
the spikes, barbs and blades that decorated her armor on her 
respective appendages. Irevelle indulged herself in a vicious grin, 
pleased with her accuracy. She pushed herself back, grinded the 
barbs, blades and spikes a little deeper into the woman for good 
measure. Carefully, she peeled herself from the wall, making sure her 
bloody, decorative cargo wasn't going to slide free as she strode to 
the middle of the arena. The impaled woman on her back forcibly 
mimicked each of Irevelle 's motions as she paraded to the center of 
the arena to the thunderous approval of the crowd. Some of the 
squeamish minds in the cheering crowd around the arena looked like 
they were about to lose their most recent meal, but most looked 
ecstatic at her display of grace and sheer, visceral 
violence . 



Irevelle was a little displeased with the fact the impaled woman 
could do little more than rattle and loll her head against her back 
as she bowed to her host in the way she had learned best to show her 
mocking respect. As she stood, the woman drooped and then slid from 
her armor, dropping to the floor in a bloody heap. Irevelle frowned, 
but it was only a minor flaw in an otherwise perfect performance. 

_A pity this was such a feeble warm up, I was hoping for a true 
challenge for once. This ended up nothing more than mindless, 
simplistic slaughter. _The young gladiator looked to the corpses that 
surrounded her bitterly, letting the roar of the crowd grow distant, 
the sound ringing hollowly in her ears. _Nothing but corpses and 
endless combat to banish the eternal torture of the Great Serpent. 
There isn't anything else for me here or anywhere else. _ She set her 
jaw, looking up to where Roy stood looking out from behind one of the 
heavy wrought iron gates into the arena, gesturing to him with a 
beckoning motion_. For now, keep the cattle coming and I'll keep the 
blood flowing. _ 

Roy looked annoyed as he stepped up to the edge of the gate, a cross 
expression decorating his purple face. His squat body trembled with 
rage, his beady eyes bulging from his skull at seemingly odd angles. 
He pointed to the ground just before the gate and Irevelle made her 
way forward. 

"You look angry." Irevelle said smoothly, making sure to stay back 
from the gate far enough to remain out of arm's reach. The little man 
may have lacked stature or size, but he made up for it with cunning, 
brutality and a pair of deceptively strong arms. He had a habit of 
smashing gladiators who displeased him against the iron gates, and 
Irevelle had no desire to have the squat man take his frustrations 
out on her. As if he could sense it, Roy gripped at the heavy gate, 
his fingers white knuckled and fierce as they clenched at the 
iron . 

"You're going to cost me a fortune in wagers tonight, you stupid 
bitch!" Diligent Roy howled, his face a ruddy shade, the stench of 
foreign liquor heavy upon his breath. 

"I slew the mongrel dogs just like you wanted." Irevelle hissed, 
eyeing him with a seething hatred that only seemed to anger the boss 
more. "You'll lose none of your money on account of my actions." 
Irevelle said calmly, narrowing her eyes at the man. "You said it 
would be a challenge. These 'warriors' were mere amateurs unfit for 
even the most basic of fighters." 

"They slew three of my prized Wolf Spiders!" Roy hissed, his rage 
growing as he bellowed at her. "They were obviously no amateurs! You 
simply cut them down where they stood! Where's the show in that? 
Spectators want to see torture and maiming, not grox taken to the 
slaughter ! " 

"You want a show?" Irevelle snapped back, her normally even temper 
flaring. "Find me a foe worth fighting for once, then I'll give you a 
true show . " 

Roy's face turned a brilliant red and for a second he looked as if he 
was about to pop a vessel in his temple. Suddenly his face turned to 
excitement and he stood back, smacking a fist into his hand. His grin 
widened almost wickedly. Irevelle felt her blood run cold as she saw 



the smile slide across Roy's face. She had only seen that smile once 
before, and the last time it had happened, she had been forced to 
face down a pack of maddened Fenrisian Wolves he had turned on her 
within the arena. She had only barely limped away from that 
fight . 

"I'll teach you to be smart with me." Roy hissed, shooting her a 
poisonous gaze. "Luckily for you, I just received word that a Rogue 
Trader has just arrived in port, here on Lorium Prime. Word from my 
man is that he has all manner of ferocious beasts that he's looking 
to offload. So maybe we can find something or someone who will 
finally be able to put you in your place, you cocky bitch." 

"You can try, but I will not go easily into the void." Irevelle said 
softly, her gaze matching Roy's. The boss looked startled gazing into 
her cold blue eyes, and for a second she saw his hand quiver towards 
the vox control box that was slaved to the collar around her 
neck . 

"We'll just see about that." He growled softly, his voice full of 
menace that Irevelle simply ignored. 

"Do you have anything more for me to fight?" Irevelle asked, letting 
the anger drain from her voice. Roy glared at her, but shook his 
head . 

"You slew the last of the evenings competitors in less than a 
minute." Roy muttered. The iron gate shuddered and then clanked 
upwards, slowly shuddering, rising up with the heavy grinding of 
gears turning. Irevelle took a step forward but noticed that the vox 
control box was in Roy's hand. The man lashed out, aiming at her 
cheek but Irevelle caught his hand millimeters from her face. Roy 
looked incredulously at her for a second, his face turning a violent 
red, his eyes bulging again in fury. "Block me again, bitch, and you 
won't have a head left to strike!" He snarled, his finger hitting the 
arming switch on the vox box. The collar started a slow, mournful 
beeping, a red light on the collar blinking. Irevelle let her grip 
upon his wrist tighten, watching the man cringe, his knees shaking 
momentarily, the look on his face of pain and fury. 

Irevelle released his wrist and looked down at him. "I shall fight, 
but it is not for you." She started to move past him, but something 
heavy collided with the top of her spine, dropping her to the sand. 
Her chin hit the ground hard, clicking her teeth as the coppery tang 
of blood flooded her mouth. 

Roy stood over her, a heavy sword clutched in his hand, taken from 
the guard who stood next to him. The man had struck her with the dull 
back of the blade, and though it had not broken skin, the weight of 
the blow had been more than enough to fell her. "Know your place, 
xeno scum. I could blow your pretty little head off if I wanted. 
Better yet I could tie you down and let the guards have their fun! No 
man, human of otherwise, would want to touch you when they're done! 

So remember, I own you, wretch! You serve me!" 

Irevelle felt the cold slither of anger dripping boack into her mind, 
the darkness clutching her soul with its icy talons. Her blood boiled 
hot as Roy pressed his boot into her back, leaning over her, his eyes 
creased with a wicked, brown-toothed sneer. Irevelle bit her tongue, 
again tasting the copper tang of blood, trying to keep herself from 



lashing out at him. _I could end it all now. I would be happy if I 
could just take that fat bastard with me!_ 

"That's right, whore." Roy hissed. "Learn your place, and this time, 
you'd best remember it. I will not tolerate any further discord from 
you. Piss me off again and I'll turn you over to the Imperium. Who 
knows what horrors await you there. If you're lucky, they'll kill you 
instead of locking you away in a cell." He paused chuckling 
throatily. "There's a thought. I've heard your screamsa€ 1 I would 
like to see you succumb to your demons. I think getting to hear that 
would make me _quite_ happy." Roy laughed to himself as he stepped 
away, heading for the stairs, the echo of his laughter fading as he 
disappeared . 

Irevelle struck the sand with a fist, feeling her chest grow tight, 
fury starting to build in her mind, her fists clenching at the sand. 

A hint of pain tugged at her chest, and for a second she feared that 
the darkness was already be returning as an ache for blood and 
violence rose through her body. _So soona€ 1 no. No, it can't be. 
_Panic spread through her chest but Irevelle gripped the sand and 
forced herself to take a deep breath before exhaling. She let her 
anger drain slowly away, fighting back the urge to run the squat 
bastard through with her blade. She felt the hatred slowly disappear 
from her body and the sensation she had mistaken as the darkness 
vanished. Irevelle groaned softly. _I let my hatred get the better of 
me. Buta€ 1 I hate that bastard. I hate him so mucha€ 1 _She pushed 
herself to her feet, brushing sand from her armor and body suit, 
letting her hands grip the blades at her side, wishing the gesture 
would calm her conflicted mind, but the effect seemed to only worsen 
the anger. She shivered in disgust and anger. _One day I shall slit 
his throat and force him to beg for my mercy, and it shall be so 
sweet that the very kill might just silence my thirst permanently. 


Irevelle exhaled slowly, her mind conflicted again with anger and 
revulsion, the thought of the icy talons of darkness waiting to begin 
dragging her down from the shadows sending a jolt of electricity 
running up and down her spine. She shivered, for She Who Thirsts was 
just waiting beyond the momentary clairvoyance of her mind, ready to 
start tugging at her turbulent soul and mind once again. 

Irevelle was lost in the thought of that kill as she started up the 
steps but paused, looking back at the bodies that lay upon the sand, 
their blood slowly draining, staining the arena crimson. 

A smile played over her face, the thought of combat stilling the 
discord that plagued her mind. 

_Perhaps that ship that Roy mentioned will bring me an interesting 
foe for once . . ._ 


End 
f ile . 



